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last quarter, was about to disappear behind the rugged mount-
ains, but. still shed a ghastly light -over the sand-hills and
through the roaring and bristling palms, which cast black shad-
ows, chasing each other frantically, like gnomes and sprites flit-
ting across the gray-white earth. Our mules and horses as-
sumed the indefinite shapes of nondescript' black rhonsters;
some lying, others standing with their noses to the ground,
and their manes and tails waving wildly and mingling with
their flapping blankets, which were being blown over their
necks and under their feet. Then would come a sheet of sand
as if blasted from a furnace, obliterating everything from view,
whipping the palm branches, and bending them down until
they scratched and swished furiously across our tent. There
was a general movement of discomfort under our uncertain

shelter; and Captain F------made several fruitless attempts to

light a candle, then turning over, covered his head completely
and advised us to do likewise. At four o'clock in the morn-
ing, when all were thoroughly awake to the appreciation of our
conditiop, there was a general burst of laughter. Sand every-
where and in everything; our hair and beards were gray with
it, our pockets full of it; it had drifted and sifted under the
edges of the tent, forming rolling billows and ripples, into which
we stumbled in the uncertain light of the early dawn. Then
the misery of waiting for our coffee, and still longer for the
. soldiers to pack the tents and cooking utensils, in order to fol-
low us; for we now foresaw the necessity of stopping on the
way for luncheon, and the impossibility of reaching Biskra be-
fore late in the afternoon. Five o'clock saw us on the road,
and we tried to keep together as much as possible. This was
'easy enough while we .were sheltered by Lichana, but as soon
as we passed into the open desert the sand was blasted against
our faces and hands, pricking the -skin like so many needle-